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Will's house stood in its own ground. The
whining purr of the violins could be heard coming,
as it were, from the heart of the trees. Above
the wide staircase the long ballroom glittered
under the wavering flutter of the candles that
blew gently in their hanging silver lustres.

Will had taken a bigger house than his present
needs when, at a moment, Sir Frederick Cotten-
ham must sell at a ridiculously low price because
of a night's loss at cards. Servants were so cheap
as to cost almost nothing, except for mouths to be
fed, and although, because of the French War,
food was more costly every day, here there
seemed to be always an abundance. It came
from somewhere, Christabel herself scarcely knew
whence.

But the events of that strange evening began
for Judith, not as she stood masked watching the
fantastic medley of Turks, Nuns, Punchinellos,
Italian Ladies of the Renaissance, Devils, Monks,
Columbines and the rest, but rather at the sudden
sight of Francis, disguised only by his mask,
wearing otherwise a plain suit of black and silver.
She would have moved at once to his side, but
she must first speak to Will and Christabel.
They were the only two unmasked in the room.
There was something, Judith felt at once, a little
pathetic in Will's sense of triumph. She had a
divination (how utterly surprised he would be
if he knew!) of what this glorious moment would
mean to him, and of the jealousies, hatreds,
contempts that his very success would rouse up
against him.
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